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Qa v y was tellln® you? Ah,
. sea shore press. agents
fried eels. Disguises nothin"!

" f 3 h vith me was the real

4 y Rev. Doc, Akehead? Not

" That ny little old bishop
ny -slummin’ party at

a little errand o
switched

The bishop, he |
for his reg’lar
k. that I'm givin’ him |

equator from get-
longitude. That's |
It's some-
itt on the bulletin

srudio

.

my list of refer- |

‘ d our half-hour ses-
Pl shop has just made a
i shower and the

I'm prepar

g L S in that hoarse

get n when he's excited

' I
< he wavin' his
s the 1 girl: and she's got

'y .
ah savs I. “Come out of the
i1d girl? And what
M2 ¢ never seen _Q“‘}ft_\‘

hen he's real stirred up? He wears a
brow, and his lower jaw

e eavin® the Mammoth |
AvE ] pen. and his eyes bug out

ttons His thoughts come
faste t ] can separate himself

it's hard gettin’' at
18 to sav. But as
to it there's a wide
e out in the front
@ f vith blood in her eye and

tion of the unwritten

ra vs right off there must
stake, or else it's a ecase of

[ eays so. But Swifty is

sur she kniw who she was

s} alls for me, and
gs T t to go out He's for ring’
bod savs 1. “S'pose 1

" into the pa-
Bu use has strayed
got to shoo her out as

She ean’t shoot if

rus Come on!"™
wi iv for Swifty Joe that, while
p iny  too much sense,
re's wher streak in. him. When
pulis ‘ the gym. door and glves
¢ W I, we went through neck and
- t he vells, and 1 =sees
: A ETi at the arm of a
P ed arty, all done up

1 white lace.
I got a good
profiles; for if I hadn’t
“en right away 1t was Purdy Biligh's
.

gray silk

And s it's luck:

Isa b a. and that ‘the gun was
but ' er hearin' tube, we
A been tryin' to exvlain it to
t \ It 1= I'm near
! meke a swipe for Swifty's

‘ . 2

ks his paw
around from

and gets her

|
{
|

< |

r some tale
one that

ve shunted back 1t

ks like this |
she opens up by |

by the name |
< I've known
i ‘an remember

in" my

|
|
|
) - savs A Isabella
. . know a niece o
come over
ir or five years
ear starvin’ to death one |

vhen the potato crop wi

seems Maggie has|

ears for Aunt Isa-

Aunt Isabella has beer

Maggie

|
callin® |

her.good advice |
books to read—which J
! ot—and

t
al

1@ early
indry
girl about

" .

S0 kept on the trail “Tsn't it dreadful, bishop?” says|

: her last boardin’ ‘And can’t you do something to

r her | ue her?”

~ She ! I was lookin' for the bishop to

- nd th |say somethin’ soathin’: but hanged i

, tter con | he don't chime and admit that it's

& *marks serib i |a sad case and he’ll do what he can to
” ‘atin® that read- | help

e viaggie a pain in| apout then Swifty shows up with

But the worst
" to Aunt Isa-

EELE was in (‘l"nl":-'

nk of it ' &b o
Docent ¢ i § she 'hat pom
wicked L VIN' in that dreadfuallv

Uit terrible?”
W0w.” says L *“It all

ay ays the old girl, *“What

I to
s for the after-
[ vifty Joe, closin’
whind him real soft and

|

| Ever try to carry on a debatel]
* I through a' silver salt shaker? 1It's the !this do be a black day for: the Wha-

limit. Thinkin' it would be a Ilot
easier to agree with her, I shouts out,

| “Sure thing!” and nods my head. She
&

nods back tnd rolls her eyes.

“She must be rescued at onca!” says
Aunt Isabella. *““Her uncie ought to
be notified. Can’'t you send for him?"

As it happens. Dennis had come
down that mornin’' to see an old friend
of his that was due to croak; so I fig-
ures it out that the best way would be
to get him and the old lady together
and let 'em have it out. I chases
Swifty down to West 11th.st. to bring
Dennis back in a hurry, and invites
Aurt Isabella to make herself com-
fortable until he comes.

She's too excited to sit down, though
She goes pacin’ around the front office
now and then lookin' me over sus-
spicious-—-me bein’ still in my gym
suit—and then =sizin” up the sportin

i{s mostly made up of signed photos of
Joff and Fitz and Nelson in their ring
costumes, and it was easy to see she's
some Jjarred

“I hope this is a perfectly respect-
able place, yvoung man,” says she.

says T

stir her up worse'n ever. ]
Id hope not,”” says she. “How
long must I wait here?”
‘No longer'n you feel like waitin’,
ma’'am,” says L
And just then the gym. opens, and
in walks the bishop that I'd clean for-
got all about.
“Why. bisl
bella. ‘“You
Say, it didn't need any second szht

squeals Aunt Isa-

|to see that the bishop would have |
| rather met most anybody else at that

particular minute; but he hands her
the neat return “It appears that I
am,” sayvs he. “And vou?”

Well, it was up to her to do the ex-
plaini She gives him the whole
histery of Maggie Whaley, windin' un
with how she's been last heard from
it Coney Island.

Dent and Aunt Isabella lays it be-
fore } Now, accovdin® to his own

account, Dennis and Terence elways
had it in for each other at home, and
he never took much stock in Maggie
either. But after he'd listened to Aunt
Isabella for a few minutes, hearin’ her
talk about his duty to the girl, and
how she ought to be yanked off th«
toboggan of sin, he takes it as serious
as any of 'em.

“It ain't often pulled by the cops,” |

Instead of calmin’ her down, that |
> . ey

-~y
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The Rescue Expedition Goes Out of
“Wurrah, wurrah!” says he, “but

leys It's the McGuigan blood comin’
out in ker. What's to be done, mum %"

Aunt Isabella has a program all
mapped out. Her idea is to'get up a
rescue expedition on the spot, and
start for Coney. She says Dennis
ought to go; for he’s Maggie's uncle

and has got some authority; and she

wants . the bishop to do any prayin’
over her that may be neeeded.
“As for me,” sars she, “I shall do

my best to persuade her to leave her
| wicked companions.”

Well, they was all a
to start. when it con

greed. and ready
out that not

one of the three has ever been to the |

island in their lives, and don't know
how to get there. At that I sees the
bishop lookin’ expectant at me,
“Shorty,” says he, “I presume you
are somewhat familiar with this—er—

| wicked resort?”
plctures on the wall. My art exhibit |

“Not the one you're talkin’ about,”

jsays I. “I've been goin’ to Coney

every year since I was, old enough to
toddle; and TI'll admit there has been
seasons when some parts of it was
kind of tough; but as a general propo-
sition it never looked wicked to me.”
That kind of puzzles the bishop. He
says he's always understood that th.

island was sort
big sulphur works.

maybe I ain’'t much of a judge.
way, she thinks I'd be a good guide for
a place of that kind,
i bishop on to urge me to go.

for a flier,

and + prods the

for the mron steam- |
and r’ants ourselves on the up-
we was a sporty
was the bishop, his littie flat hat
choker—vou
was—and Aunt Isabelia
with her gray hair and her gray and
lookin’ about as giddy

take what he

white costume,
as a marble ‘
Then there's Dennis. who has put on
the black whip cord Prince Albert hc

friends or attendin’ funerals.
festive lookin’

wears in place of @
for them suds
travels round
wants the waiter?”
come oOur way

singin’ out.
Every time one

. I A
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Busliness With a Low, Hollow Piunk.

a vent hole for the |and then he'd switch off with an “Ah,

chee!” and go away disgusted.

All the way down the old girl had
her eye out for wickedness. The sigh*
of Adolph, the grocery clerk, dippin’
Ihis beak into a mug of froth moves
ther to sit up and give him the stons
glare: while a gillmpse of a young cou- |
| ple sangglin® up against each ..t_h»;il'm struck ‘with a pleasin’ thought.
{along the rail almost gives her a!
’spasm.

the bishop.

By the time we lands at the iron|
pier she has knocked Coney so much |carry
that T has worked up a first-class|coin

grouch.
“Come on!"”

you good folks is soggy with sin.”

Then it turns out she ain’t got any
address at all.. The most she knows is
that Maggie's somewhere on thea| ]

island.

“Well,” I shouts into the tube, “Co-
ney's something of a place, you seo|

What's your idea of findin’ her?”

“We must search,” says Aunt Isa- |

bella, prompt and decided.

“Mean to throw out a regular drag

net?” says I

vou've ever

thousand folks eirculatin’ about, you'y
£0t _some notion of what a proposition

{ goin" .to tackle the job- with
of gettin® away with it: but rig

gather that
| Commander Peary of this expedition?"
“Such brazen depravity!” says she to|says L

It was a unanimous vote that 1 wa:
“Well,” says I, “vou know you can't
through -on hot afr.

{ by an upholsterer, and

says 1. “Let's have Aunt Isabella says she’s prepared
Maggie’'s address and get through

i g == ~ AEH T & a 2
with this rescue business before all |[¥OU SuDpose she passes out?

{ school excursion,”

“Why, that
wouldn't last

Guess you'll |

ja dollar She'd chu
| joh f 11 d s
she w zhe Y

us a block.
1ave to dig deeper or call it off.” { here was four of us wl
jup a couple of tens next dip, the bish- | i

p adds two more, and T heaves in ono

understand,”
{ headin’- this procession
{ be any hangin’ back or arguin’ about |

FINGERS FOR PATRIOTISM |

jmers In it; but we're lookin' for a par-

Follow close, ask me fool { Not on y
i fade!”

| skinned for Maggie.

Over in Corea, where the rebellion of
a few thousand natives against the harsh
rule of the Japanese has. brought upon

{them at the hands of their masters a

deliberate war of extinction, patriotism
runs in weirdly orilental channels. How

| it was that seventeen students of Pungho

showed their devotion to %nuntr_v by cut-
ting off one finger as a memorial offer-

ing on the altar of the land's departed
freedom recently appeared in translation
from the Dal Han Mal Il Shimpo, a Co-

{ rean paper, edited by an Englishman in
| Seoul.

It was this translation which was en-
tered as an exhibit in receant court pro-
ceedings against this same Englishman,
one E. T. Bethell, who, through a ver-
nacular and an English newspaper, has
been causing the Japanese all sorts of
trouble. The Japanese resident general
recently had Bethell up for trial before
the British resident for wviolation of &
British®_order of council prohibiting an
Englishman from printing seditious mat-
ter in a foreign country. On the strength
of his article about the fingerless students
and others of like nature the!l was im-
prisoned and fined by the court of his
own country, says the New York Sun,

Here is the seditious article in all its
wealth of exotic eastern phraseology:

“How great is the finger blood of the
seventeen students! How brilliant is the
finger blood of the seventeen students!
At this blood we gesticulate, at this blood

‘we dance for joy, feellng | et
o ce joy, AR h'.m

men and women, you

and dance at this blood. At this blood we

and women in Corea who have the power
of tears, you should sing and wail at this

“What blood is the finger blood of the
1t I1s the blood of public-spir-
ited indignation. it is the blood of anxietly
is the blood of madness.

for the times
-~ is the finger blood

How brilliant

“A few days ago a traveler from Ham-
heung came into our off
streaming from his eyes,
nutely the history

the fifteenth - .
having returned to the northern continent,

was full, over fifty stu-
dents of the Pochange school of Pungho
village, in the district of Hamheung, as-
sembled togzather, singing a song of pa-
The subject of speechmaking
“hich Preserves
Home Should Be Transferred to the Coun- |

recounting mi-

n

is what he said:

when the moon

:‘;I‘hnir feelings tovched by the scenery.
and the terrible end to which thinge had
come having increased thelr resentment.
they burst forth im-‘;‘ so'bs #nd cor;soled

horted each other In words of sor-
Bhd cx Seventeen of them, over-
their fervent feelings, pointed to
and made a vow, saying:
« sWe will certainly recover our Corea.

take back our mountains
0 i, and we will eertainly

row and pain
the blue skies

We will certainly

vers-of 3.4
A et out history of 4,000

-?ﬂo saying, they each cut off onme of

their fingers with the swords they were
wearing, and with  the drops of blood

they wrote a covenant.

“How great is the blood of these seven-
aordinary is the
nisen students!

“We dare to praise this finger blood as |
{ a harbinger of freedom and a forerunner | §
of civilization and a flower of the world | SROW..
of education. Stmdents! Students! You |[comin

teen students! Howr extr
finger blood of these se

should take care of yourselves.

“What heroes have left glorious monu- |,
zh blood?
1kwang, for instance, cut his elbow in

C s seeking after truth. |
votion to religion, eut
his neck. Oki cut off his arm in the zeal
s enthusiasm to!
serve his country made AkKpi dye his hair

ments in historv 2xcept throt
St
the earnestnes
Isapu, out of

to attain fame, while h

biack. 2
‘““Nothing can be done without blood

The bowels should therefore be filled with
blood. the eve should always shed tears
of blood: the body should bathe in blood
—in rivers and seas of blood-—and the

hed by contact with

hearts should be po

mountains and rocks of blood. In thi= wav |
the people will become a people of blood |

and this country a country of blood. Then
there willi appear national heroes of great-

ness and grandeur. The finzer blood of

the seventeen students wiil look Insignifi-
cant for a natlon of 20,000,000 Coreans.”

SHE DOESN'T TELL.

(Houston Post.)

“What is vour idea of untold agony?"
“That which a woman suffers from
tight shoes.”

They  =aid ft

1J

was almost too good to b=

of Dreamiand before
moeuths open and their
they’' was so

The bishop grabs

his coat tails,
Dennis hooks two fingers into the

| that we has the fat woman takin’ her

| the dime attractions takes one look
thelr voices » { here for?
minute—and
choke up one of them human
back the merry grin anl

| you know

First thing I sees that looks good i= |
wiggle-waggie
where half of the steps goes up as th:»
other comes down.

altogether!™
the coupons to the ticket man, and T
runs ‘em up against the liver restorer
at top speed.
must have done the rubbernecks good’
First we was alill jolted up in & heap.
then we was strung out like a vard of
frankfurters; but
unti! we gets to the top.

‘kept ‘em at It

| bella has lost her breath and her bon-
{net has slid over one ear, the bishop
{1s red in the face, and Dennis is puf-
1 fin" like a freigkt engine.
! “No Maggie here” saye I. “We'll
| try somewhere else.”
{ No. 2 on the event ecard was the
water chutes and while we was siidin’
up on the escalator they has a chanes
[to catch their wind. They didn't get
(Any more'n they needed, though: for
|just as Aunt Isabella has started to
i ask the pletform man if he'd seen any-
thing of Maggle Whaley, a boat comes
{up on the cogs, and I yells for 'em to
jump in quick The next thing they
inew we was scootin’ down that slide
it the rate of a hundred miles an hour,
with three of us holdin’ on to our hats,
{and one lettin’ out forty squeals to the
ninute.

"0-0-0 0-0-0!" says Aunt Isabella, as
we hits the water and does the bound-
in" bounce '
“That’s right,” says I: “let 'em know
you're here. It's the style.”

Hrfﬁrﬁ (}.‘",\"\ © recovered from the

chute ride I've hustled em over to one
e vou're
vanked up feet first a hundred feet or
1\"." and then shot down through paint-
€d canvas mountains for about a mile.
Say, it was a ner, too! I don't
{ know what there is about travelin’
|fast; but it always warms up my
biood, and about the third trip feals
like sendin’ out yelps of joy.
| "Course, I didn't expect it would
have any such effect on the bishop;
|but a’s we went slammin’ around a
| sharp corner I gets a look at his face.,
And would you believe it, he's wearin®
& reg'lar breakfast food grin Next
rlunge we takes T hears a whoop from
the back seat, and T knows that Den-
nis has caught it, too
l I was afraid maybe the old girl has
| fainted; but when we brings up at the
ibottom and T has a chance to turn
around, I finds her still grippin’ the
car seat, her feet planted f and a
kind of wild, reckless look in her evas.
‘We did that last lap a little repid.”

{of them scenic railroads, whe

hur

.

isays 1. “Maybe we ought to cover the
| ground again, just to be sure we didn’t
i miss Maggie How about repeatin’,

eh"”

“I—I wouldn’t mi

“Good!” sayvs 1. “Percy, send her of
{ for another spi ’
; And we encores the performance,
{ with Dennis givin’ the Donnybrook
|eall, and the smile on the bishop's
! face growin' wider and wider. Fun?
{I've done them same stunts with a
| gang of real sporting men, and never
had the half of 1t

After that
| anything. about the
joriginal propositlon, and tackles anv-
i thing I leads them up to. from bhumpin’
| the bumps to ridin® down in the tubs
ton the tickler. Wh we'd got through
with Dreamland and the steeplechass
we wanders down the Bowery and hirs

says she

crowd was

or

forgets

|up some hot dog and green corn ra-
| tions.

By the time I gets ready
‘emn across S to Luna

| was @ark. and about a million

| descents had been turned o 4

i yvou know the kind of pictures thex
| gets their first peep at Course, it's
inothin® but white stucco and gold leaf®

1 electric light, with the blue si

rond But sav, flrst gii

| get, don’t it knock vour eve out?”
“Whist!"” says Dennis, gawpin® up at

| the front like he meant to swallow it

| “Is ut the blessed gates we're cemin’

P

psSe von

| to

‘Magnificent!” says the bisl

And just then Aunt Isabe
gasp and sings out, “Maggie!”

Weil, as Dennis says afterwards, In
| tellin® Mother Whaley about it, ¥Glory
| be, would vez thinkk ut? 1 hears her
| spake thot name, and up I looks. and
|’~ I'm a breathin’ man there sits Mag-
| gle Whaley in a solid goold chariot all
| stuck with o 1ffed out
| like a crov k of her
| blazir® with pearls and ai'monds
!gie Whalev, mind ve, thie own
| ter of Terence, that's me brother;
| her the boss of a place as big as the
houses of nent and finer than

op.
gives &

hair p

Windsor ecastle on the king's birth-
day!"”

rigl She was sit-

vou seen m

they down to

ir done up
1t through a

| Luna. cshe had her

terimpin” machine. That and the Bra-
| zillan 1 -gem necklace rhe wears
does give her a ¥ind of a rich and

fancy look, providin' you don't get too
close.

3N
=hne v

exactiv bossin’' the show.

|She was sellin” combination tickets,
| that Jet vou in on so many rackets for

» makes the firat break
2 i he is and why
- says she, “I

to leave this

vou will, Mar-

3, 1 1 it off I says Maggie. “Me
back to the sweat box nt per
{ when T’ geitin® fourteen for this?

£
ir ping pongs! Fade, aunty,

Then the } hed up to take
his turn. He glad to meet
Maggie i likes h -

{fob. Maggie 08

out. too, that ed to

| tle n what does a refined acro
! spec the third attraction
j=ft, 11 hen they close

fail her

In

t proud.

And that's where the rescue exy

business with

not one

“Well,

like we begun? We're only alive once,

1 this is the only Coney

there is Hi¢ about
Did we? Inside of two minutes

Maggie has =old us feur entrance tick-

ets, and we're headed for the biggest
and wooziest thriller to be found in the

lot

“Shorty.” says the bishop, as we set-

tles ourseives for a ride home on tha
iast boat, “I trust I have dons nothing
unseemly this evening.”

“What! You?' says L “Why,

bishop. you're a reg'lar old sport; and
any time you feel like cuttin’ loose
again, with Aunt Isabella or without,
just send in a call for me.”
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